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J. be Jhiijtorit^ 

And comes not in, ouer-ruldc by prophecies, 

; I fcare, the power of Percy is too vveake. 

To wage an inftant triall with the king. 

Why, my good Lord, you neednotfeare, 

T licre is D ouglas, and Lord Mominer. 

^rch. No, , Mortimer is not there, 

^ Sir M.’ But tliere ts.Mordakc, V ernon. Lord Hany Percyj 

And there is rny Lord of Worceiler,and a head 
Of gallant warriaurs, npLlc gentlemen, 

kAycI}, Andfo thereis, butyet th eking hath drawne 
The Ipcthll head of all the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord-Iohn of Lancaflcr, 

The nobic Wclbnerland, and i\ aiiilce Blunt,. 

A tid n .any mo cor i uals and dearc men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes, 

Sir7\1, Doubt not, rny L.they OuL! be .veil oppos’d, 

•^rcb, I hope no leffcyV ct, ueedfiill c’is to feare. 

And to pi-cuent the worll, lit Mighel, Ipeed; 

Forif Lord Percy thriuc not, e’rc the king 
DifmifTe his power, he meancs to vilit vs,^ 

For he hath heard of our confederauc. 

And, t’is but wifedome, tomake ftrong ag.iinfl: I'.uns 

Thereforemakehafte,Iimirtgoev,riteag.!me;{' 

To other friends, and lof.ircwciJjlii- Migl.cl. Exrmt. 

Enter the King^Vrince of.lf^ales ,,Lord lehr? of Lavcafter^EarJei 
of W'efcmerLtndySir er Blunt yAnd F a If 'Alffc., 

Kingy How bloudily the I'unne begins topeare 
Abotie yon busky hill, the day lookes pale. 

Athis diftcmpraaire, 

Pri». The Southren wind . 

Poth play the triunpct to his purpofes,. 

And, by his hollow whiftlingin the IcaueSy 

Forctels a tempeftand ablultringday. 

Their, withtheloferslct It liinpathize,. 

For nothing can iceme foule to thofc that winne« 
Thetrimpet founds y Enter IF'orctfter, 

Kirjg. How now, my Lord of Worceflcr^c is not weli 
Thatyouand I Ihouldmcetvpon fudiccarmcs. 


of l~Icnrfytl)Q fourth* 

As now we meet. Youhaue dcceiu’dourtruil. 

And made vs doflfe our eafie robes of peace. 

To crulh our old limmes in vngentlc ftcelc: 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well* 

What &y you to itJ will you againe vnknic 
This churliih knot of all abhorred war? 

Arid nioue in thatobedisnt.orbe againe, 

Where you did giuc a faire and naturall light, 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Of bi'ochcd mifehiefe to the vnborne times# 

TTor. Heai-e me, my Liege; 

For mine owne part, I could be well content, 
Toentertainethclagendof my life 
With quiet Jiourcs. For I prot elt, 

I Jiauc not fought the day of this dillike. 

King. You iiaue notlbuglit it; how comes it then? 
Eal. RcbellionJayinbisway, andliefbundit. 
Pr/ff, Peace, clicwet, peace. 

W^or* It pleas’d your raaidbie to tuiuc your lookes 
Of fauour, from myfclfe,and all our houfe. 

And yctl mull remember yon, rny Lord; 

W e were the firft and dcareft of your friends. 

For you my ftaffe of office did 1 breake 
In Richards time, and ported day and night 
T o meet you on the way, and kifle your hand, ' 
When yetyou were in place and in account 
Nothing foftrong and fortunate as I, 

Ic was my fcltc, my brother and his fonne, 
Thatbrought you home, and boldly did outdate 
T he dangers of the time. Y ou fwore to vs, ^ 

And you did Iwearethatotlicat Dancafter, 

That you did nothing purpofie gaitill the Hate, 

Nor claime no fiu th er, then your new falne right, 

T he feat of Gaunt, Dukedomcof Lancafter: 

T o this, vve fwore our aid ;bur in flioit fpace 
It rainddowiie fortune ffiowring on your head, 

A nd fuch a flood of greatnen'efeil onyou, 
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